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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This story takes place at the beginning of the Gamma Ray\'s Majestic tour in September 2005. Thanks to 
Fiendess for giving me a few ideas for the latter chapters. Special thanks goes out to Andy who pushed me to 


finish this, looked it over for me, and let me borrow one of her creations ;) 


Kai woke up underneath a shady tree, unsure how he'd got there, or even where he was. 


His hand reached up to brush the hair out of his eyes, only to discover it was longer and half in braids. 
Confused, he glanced down at his clothes to see that he was adorned in a red velvet shirt and thick breeches. 


He pulled himself up and viewed the scenery laid out before him. Old trees covered in moss lined the single dirt 
path, grass and bright colored flowers popped out along the base of the trees, and various birds and small 
creatures scampered within earshot. It reminded him of something specific, but he couldn't think of what. His 
head whipped around at the sound of shuffling among the trees; he had no weapons to defend himself with so 
he grabbed a fallen branch that lay nearby. 


Not that it would do that much damage, but at least it might distract them enough for him to escape. 

The rustling became louder until the branches parted to admit a thin man, adorned in a light blue tunic and 
dark blue tights. Kai watched him come closer, ready to strike if he did something suspicious. Instead the 
stranger smiled at him as he walked nearer. Something was really familiar about this guy to Kai; apart from 
his clothes, he had a round olive-skinned face and long black hair which was braided in a wavy pattern. Once he 
was within a couple of feet, Kai realized who he was. 


"Andre?" 


The man's face contorted briefly in confusion before it returned to his previous smile. "Quit fooling around, 


Regrin. We're already late." 

"But you're Andre Matos, aren't you?" 

"No, l'm not. My name is Elderane." 

"Elderane?" 

"Yes, and now is not the time to be playing dumb. We have a very important mission to accomplish." 
"We do?" 

"Yes, now come on" 


The man named Elderane grabbed Kai by the arm and dragged him back through the same section of bushes 


he'd previously come through. 
Kai, meanwhile, was very confused. This man was clearly Andre Matos, but he seemed to deny it every step of 
the way. Maybe he had amnesia or something? And what was with this Regrin and Elderane business? Kai had 


never been called Regrin before, but for some reason the name sounded familiar. 


Wherever he was, the scenery was very pretty. Several colorful birds chirped away on the trees when they 
passed by; it was almost like he was in a fairy tale. 


Kai stopped dead in his tracks which caused Elderane to stumble a bit before getting his balance back. 
"What's the matter now?" 
"| just realized where we are." 


"Just? You've lived here all of your life, Regrin. How can you not know where you are?" 


Kai shuffled his feet. "Well, | had just woke up when you found me, so maybe that's why." 


Elderane glanced at Kai with a pained look, and then shook his head before turning away. Kai wiped away the 
sweat on his forehead, happy that his deception had worked. He had no idea how he had magically appeared in 
the mythical Avantasia but he sure as hell didn't want to cast suspicions on his part. 


"So Andre..err..| mean Elderane. Are we heading to meet up with Michi?" 
"Michi?" 


"Oh, | mean Ernie. No, that's not right. What the hell was Michi's name? Lugaid! Are we meeting up with 
Lugaid?" 


Elderane blinked a few times before he answered. "Regrin, are you ok? Seriously, did you suffer some sort of 


blow to the head? Lugaid was captured ages ago in their realm. He sent someone to help recover the seals." 
Kai cast a glance at the ground, ashamed. He really should have read the lyrics to the songs better, he mused. 


They walked in silence for the remainder of the trip until they reached a large stone gate. A few minutes past 
before a body was dropped before them. The form uncurled and stretched the kinks out of his body. He looked 
first at Kai and then at Elderane. 


"Who are you?" he said, a bit unsure of where he was. 
"Welcome Gabriel, to Avantasia," responded Elderane, before he moved over and gave him a quick hug. 


Kai could only stand there and grin. In front of them was Tobias Sammet, dressed in red robes with long brown 


hair tied back. 


FEKE EK EK 


Dirk's hands roamed the curved body in front of him. He stopped to cup the full breasts before he wrapped 
the nearest nipple with his lips. The woman underneath moaned her pleasure when he gently sucked on the 


tender bud while a hand massaged the other breast. 


Her hand urged Dirk's head down to the spot that needed the most attention, but Dirk continued his leisurely 
pace, much to her dismay. Soft licks traced around her belly button, earning him a groan of frustration. He 


smiled against her skin as he inched southward with small kisses. 


He was enjoying this, and yet something in the back of his head told him it wasn't normal. Yes, it had been a 
while since he'd touched a woman but it didn't mean he wasn't immune to them. Kai would probably laugh at 


him right about now, amused that his former lover was dreaming about girls again. 


Whatever the case, he was going to make the most of it: 


PEKEE 


Dan gasped for breath. Sweat rolled off him like a waterfall, and he slumped against the cool brick wall; how 
long he'd been ruming, he couldn't say. All he knew was that his body wouldn't be able to last for much longer 
at this frantic pace. 


He willed himself off the wall and scanned the scenery around the alley. All he could make out was the shapes 
of abandoned cars and rundown buildings, no people in sight. Maybe he'd finally lost who or whatever was 


chasing him. 
Tap. Tap. 


Dan froze in terror, and his heart slammed violently against his rib cage. It was getting closer. He needed to 
get out of here, fast, but his legs refused to move. Dan slapped his legs; they felt like jello under his solid 
form, but they were rooted to the spot. 


Tap. Tap. 


He scanned the walls nearby for anything to cover himself with. If he could disguise his body enough, then 
maybe the person wouldn't see him and walk right by. There was only one problem with that idea: the alley 
was empty. No trash cans, discarded paper or cardboard, or at the very least dirt. 


Tap. Tap. 


Dan wiped the sweat that dripped off his face with the back of his hand. He was going to die, that he was sure 
of. If that thing caught him, it would be the end. No more tours with Gamma Ray and Freedom Call, no more 
hours spent in the studio, and no more time spent with his friends. There was so much more he wanted to do, 
more that he wanted to see of the world. It wasn't fair that it would end like this; he deserved better, he 


surmised. 
Tap. Tap. 


He closed his eyes and tried to be brave at the face of death. The footsteps were just around the corner and 
it would be over any second now. Tears threatened to form in his eyes but he willed them to stop. The last 
thing he wanted was to go down crying like a baby. 


Dan was startled out of his miserable thoughts by a thunderous crash. His breath hitched in his tired chest 
as he glanced up at the mouth of the alley. A shadowy figure stood motionless for a few seconds before it 
started to laugh. Not just any normal laugh but one that echoed off the walls in its intensity. The high pitched 
sound pierced like needles through Dan's body, and his hands fumbled up to block out the assault on his ears. 


An unseen force pulled Dan's head up as the figure walked towards him. The click of hard boots on the 
concrete flooded into his ears but something wasn't quite right. Dan could swear he heard footsteps behind 
him as well. Before he had chance to turn his head in its direction, he was blind sided and shoved back hard 
against the brick wall. His hands instinctively went up to push off the attacker until he realized the person 
tried to burrow into his chest. 


"Eero?" 


The form nodded against his body and shuddered. Dan wrapped his arms around Eero in order to comfort him. 
The shadowy figure in the alley voiced his disgust about the intruder with another high pitched wail and began 


to advance on them faster. 


Dan gave a silent prayer and tried again to move his legs. This time they moved, and he dragged Eero down 


the opposite end of the alleyway as fast as he could. 


Chapter 2 


"Hey Tobi. mean, Gabriel.” 
Gabriel's eyebrow flicked up for a second before it settled back down. "Hello, and you are?" 
‘lm Regrin, and let me also welcome you to Avantasia” 


Kai grinned and walked over to Gabriel, intent on giving him a hug. He pulled Gabriel close with one arm while 
the other roamed Gabriel's back and down to his ass for a quick grope. Gabriel's eyes widened in shock when 
Kai let him go. 


Elderane grabbed Kai by the arm and pulled him aside. "What the hell was that? He's obviously a man of the 
cloth. Not to mention the fact that your lover stood nearby. At least try to hide it from me next time." 


He let go of Kai's arm and walked back to Gabriel, shaking his head. 


Now it was Kai's turn to look shocked. He was pretty sure Tobi didn't have any male characters that were 
dating each other, let alone fucking each other. Then again, the idea of Elderane in his bed every night was a 
pleasant one, when he thought about it. 


Kai chuckled quietly before he returned to the other two. Elderane avoided his gaze when he got nearer so Kai 
wandered over to Gabriel instead He took a deep breath and put on the best puppy eyes face he could muster. 


"Hey look, I'm sorry man | just got a little too excited about your arrival. No hard feelings?" 


Gabriel was hesitant to take Kai's hand when he offered it, but he finally grabbed it and gave it a quick 


squeeze. 


Elderane rolled his eyes at Kai's triumphant grin. "All right now that's settled, we can take you to the castle in 


order to discuss the plan of action" 


Tobi nodded and the three of them started to set off. That was until Kai noticed that Tobi had only taken two 
steps and stopped. He turned around to eyeball the younger man and said, "What's the matter? Cat got your 
leg?" 


"More like a knife got his back" 


Kai's eyes widened; he watched Tobi sway a little before he crumpled into a heap on the ground. A man 
wearing deep red robes stood behind him holding a knife tipped with blood Elderane ran over to Gabriel and 
tried to see if he was alright. Kai watched him kneel down and touch Gabriel's throat for a pulse, but the slow 
shake of his head when he looked up told Kai everything. 


Before Kai could grab him, Elderane walked right up into the man's face. "Who are you? Why the hell did you 
kill him?" 


"David DeFeis." 

Elderane whipped around to face Kai. "Who?" 

"Err sorry, it's actually Jakob. He's some sort of mentor to Gabriel." 

Jakob eyed Kai with suspicion "How did you know my name? Did Gabriel tell you?" 


Kai looked at the ground, racking his brain for something to say. "Well, not really. l.l just heard of you from 
someone else. Though this is not how it supposed to happen, Gabriel lives and | get killed." 


"Then | came at the right time." 


All three heads turned around to spy the stranger who stood behind Jakob, dressed all in black with dark 


sunglasses. Elderane leaned over and whispered into Kai's ear, "Who's that?" 


Kai shook his head and frowned. This character wasn't in the story at all, not unless it had somehow morphed 
into Stephen King's The Gunslinger. And there was something oddly familiar about this man. 


"Ready to die, Kai?" 

Kai's face drained of any color. "You just called me Kai.how..how did you know?" 

| know a lot about you Kai Michael Hansen and now it's time to go. Permanently." 

The man pulled out a grimy silver revolver and pointed it at Kai. 

"Wait, | know who you are! But why are you doing this? | thought everything was fine between us." 


The man laughed and shook his bald head at Kai. "Not in the slightest. I've always hated you and now | get my 


chance to rid this land of you once and for all." 


The gun barrel clicked slowly as it turned. Kai could do nothing but to stare it down and pray to wake up from 
this nightmare. 


KEKEKE 


Henjo rolled his eyes at the various groans, moans, and whimpers that emanated from the bus bunks. He 
cursed them all, they were sleeping away while he was stuck with insomnia. It always happened at the beginning 


of a tour. He'd learned to cope with it over the years but he didn't have to like it. Shaking his head, he turned 


back to his book, a dusty sci-fi novel from the 60's, and tried to tune them out. 

A blood curdling scream startled Henjo to his feet. He ran to Kai's bunk and threw back the curtain, intent on 
comforting his bandmate through whatever nightmare he was experiencing. What he found, however, was a 
frozen Kai who stared blankly at the bunk ceiling. 

Henjo shook Kai's arm. Nothing. He was stiff as a board. 

Terror gripped his body, legs nailed to the floor in shock. His mind raced through all the possible explanations 
of why Kai was like that; only one seemed to be correct, but the thought of Kai being dead chilled Henjo to the 
bone. There had to be something else going on, and he was determined to get to the bottom of it. 

EEEE EEE 


"| could get used to this view." 


Dirk stopped mid-kiss on the girl's hip and turned his head towards the voice. There stood a stout, dark haired 


female, smoking a cigarette with a smirk plastered on her face. 
"Where the hell did you come from?" 


She chuckled at his question and walked closer to the bed. He had assumed she was just wearing a jacket or 


long sleeved shirt, but her arms were actually covered in various tattoos. 

"We can discuss this later, mate. Right now, you need to get out of here." 

Dirk cocked an eyebrow at her with suspicion. Who was this woman and why was she in his dream? 
"Are you kidding? Why would | leave?" 


She started to pace by the bed; his eyes watched her walk back and forth, almost hypnotizing him. "Look, | 


can't tell you that. Just know that you're in serious danger if you stay here." 


Dirk climbed off the girl and sat on the edge of the bed, grabbing a fistful of bedding in the process to cover 
himself. The intruder sat down beside him and offered a cigarette. Dirk hesitated for a second and then took 
one out of the box. He was about to ask for a lighter until he realized it was already lit. Glancing over at her 
in confusion, she responded with a sly wink. They smoked in silence, with an occasional content sigh filling the 


air. 
"Who are you?" 


She smiled to herself and stubbed out the cigarette butt in a nearby white marble ashtray. "It's not important. 
Ready to leave?" 


"| what? No, not until you tell me who you are." 


She sighed and raised an eyebrow at him. "Don't be difficult, Dirk Just put on some clothes and leave, it's that 


simple." 
"But where will | go?" said Dirk, fumbling for his jeans on the floor. 


"It doesn't matter. You just need to leave this room, it's very important that you do. I'm sorry but thats all | 


can say." 
Dirk frowned before he pulled his shirt on. "What about her?" 
The woman glanced behind Dirk and smiled. "No need to worry about that, just take a look for yourself" 


Dirk turned around to see the bed empty and no trace of the woman's clothes on the floor. He could have 
sworn she was still there while he was smoking his cigarette. In any case, it was one less thing for him to 


worry about. 


As Dirk put on his shoes, a clicking sound came from behind the door; he didn't think anything of it and 


continued on. The stranger, however, prowled around the room, apparently in search of something. 
He eyeballed her once he finished tying his shoes. "You ok?" 
She turned to face him with a frown on her face. "Done? Good, lets get out of here." 


Dirk let himself be grabbed by her petite hand when she dragged him to the door. Movement out of the 
corner of Dirk's eye forced him to glance down at the doorknob, which started to move on its own. She pulled 
Dirk away from the door when it violently swung open to reveal a man in dark clothing. The low light of the 


room shadowed the person's face from Dirk's view, but he was pretty sure it was a man. 


The stranger glanced from the woman to Dirk in one fluid motion. His hand reached out to seize Dirk but her 


hand intercepted, knocked it away. The man's face twisted in anger, and he lunged for the woman's throat. 


Dirk could only stand there and watch as both kicked and hit each other in a frenzy of limbs. He would have 


stepped in to help the woman out, but she was definitely holding her own and then some. 


One well placed hit to the man's head knocked the dark sunglasses clean off his face. A pair of cold blue eyes 
stared at Dirk over the top of the woman's head. 


"What the hell? Why are you here?" 


The man laughed and shoved his distracted attacker to the floor. Dirk clenched his fists, advanced on the guy; 


the woman shouted at Dirk to stop, but he wasn't listening. 

A leather covered finger shot up, wiggling back and forth. 'I dont think so, Dirk" 

Dirk felt his body freeze up, feet glued to the floor. "What did you do? Let me go!" 

The man walked up to Dirk with a grin on his chiseled face. "How does it feel to be totally helpless?" 
Dirk spat at the man's face but somehow he managed to dodge it 

"You'll be punished for that, but now it's time to go” 


The guy grabbed Dirk's wrist, and with a final burst of obscenities from the woman on the floor, they 
vanished through the door. 


KERE EE OK KE 


Henjo paced the length of the bus, back and forth, stopped to look at Kai every so often and frown. He hadn't a 
clue what to do. Should he call Basti? Wait until they arrived in Slovakia? He wondered if he should wake Dirk or 


Dan to ask their opinion. Since he couldn't decide, he continued to pace. 


Mid stride near the front of the bus, Henjo stopped at the sound of a loud scream. He raced back to the 
sleeping area as fast as he could; this time he didn't stop in front of Kai's bunk but to the left of it. Henjo tore 
back the curtains to look down at a stiff Dirk, his face etched with a mask of horror. 


Henjo closed his eyes and covered his face with his hand and sighed. Now there was two of them to deal with, 
and he couldn't think of a solution He walked back to Kai's bunk and reached above it to wake Dan. Poking, 
shaking, prodding, it didn't matter; a herd of tap dancing elephants wouldn't be able to wake Dan. 


Henjo walked back to the front of the bus on unsteady legs. It took him a minute to realize he was indeed 
shaking like a leaf, tiny goose bumps littered amongst the dark hairs on his arms. He collapsed on the couch, 
pulled his knees up to his chin, trapping the sudden cold chill that flowed through his veins. 


Would they all turn into this? Henjo shuddered to think of what would happen if and when he fell asleep. He 
sure as hell didn't want to end up like Kai or Dirk. At this rate, he was their only help from whatever had 
gripped them. He just wished there was something he could do, other than a phone call to the paramedics. 


His forehead scrunched up in agony and he willed the tears not to fall; to cry at this point was not an option 
First and foremost, he needed to stay calm which was easier said than done considering what lay thirty feet 


away. He buried his head into his legs and waited for the sun to rise. 


KEKE EEE Æ 


Hans snorted at the sounds that emanated from behind. He was used to the various odd things that happened 
on this bus, and in the end he felt that he was better off not knowing what they were doing in back. Tonight's 
loud screams had been a bit off putting at first but he just figured they were messing around. 


Reaching over for his coffee, he stifled a yawn at the monotonous Slovakian road. Long bus drives were a pain 
with bad weather but tonight was surprisingly clear for late September. 


His eyebrow rose at the twin screams that sounded when he set his coffee back into the holder. He glanced 
over at the dashboard clock which read 3:00am and frowned. It was rare to hear them making noise this early 


in the morning, half the time they were dead to the world even after they'd arrived at the venue. 


Best to not dwell on it, he mused, and stared back at the deserted road. 


Chapter 3 


The morning sun shone on the bus, traveled up through the window blinds and illuminated the lone man that 


lay on the couch within. Random patches of gray hair lit up in the sunlight while he slept. 


Basti watched the bus pull into the parking lot and shook his head. It was two hours later than it was supposed 
to arrive; no, it hadn't affected anything since they had enough time to set up, but it was still cutting it close. 
The front door swished open, and the driver stepped out into the cool air. 


"Yeah, | know what you're going to say and it's not my fault. The teardown took longer at the last venue." 


Basti nodded and headed for the open bus door. "I'm going to get the band up. Can you gather the crew 
together?" 


"Yeah, sure." 


Basti turned away from Hans and walked into the bus, wrinkling his nose at the odor of old coffee and fast 
food that lingered in the cab. 


A frown crossed his face when he looked down at Henjo. His body had slipped down the couch and tipped his 
torso lopsided towards the ground. Basti leaned down and wrapped an arm around Henjo to pull him back onto 


the couch. 


Once that was done, he gave Henjo a quick shake to wake him but he didn't move. Basti tried a little harder the 
second time, but still nothing out of the unconscious guitarist. He leaned in to listen for Henjo's breathing and 
felt his neck for a pulse; both were faint, which worried him. The last thing he needed was a band member 


sick when they were already behind for the day. He decided to leave Henjo for now and move on to the other 
guys. 


The curtains to Kai's bunk slid open and Basti looked in. Kai was laying on his back staring at the ceiling, and he 
didn't flinch either, even when Basti shook his arm. Basti groaned and closed his eyes, wondering why he'd even 
bothered to wake up this morning. 


He moved over to the left and peered into Dirk's bunk. The twisted face that gazed back made him step away 


from the bassist and bump into the wall in horror. What the heck is going on here? his mind screamed. 


FEKE EE KK 


Henjo woke up sprawled on a hard concrete floor with a splitting headache. He felt around for something to 
brace himself on in order to stand up. His head and stiff muscles protested, but he wanted to know where the 
heck he was. He forced his eyes to focus in the dim light of the area he stood in. 


From what he could tell, he was near large cages and in some sort of open ended room. He hesitated before 
moving towards one of them, not at all sure if he really wanted to see what was inside; a low growl echoed 
through the room when Henjo leaned against the iron bars for a better view. This particular cage housed a 
male lion, who was not very happy at the intrusion. Henjo backed away slowly from the cage and muttered 


"sorry" at the angry animal. 


He tried another cage off to the right, which contained a black panther; the next one, a Bengal tiger. Either 
he'd wandered into a big cat sanctuary or he was in the middle of a 200, what zoo, he couldn't say since it 


didn't look like any located in Hamburg. 


After a few more cages full of cats, the path led out of the building and into another. The new area was 
almost the same as the previous one except these animals were encased in glass. Henjo leaned closer to see 
what was inside the first one, but all he could make out was a pile of long white sticks. He looked down at the 
sign below the cage to see what had been in there. The sign was covered with a thick layer of dust which 


Henjo had to rub off with his finger. On the plate read: "Mathias Buchardt". 


Henjo frowned at the sign For some reason, that name sounded oddly familiar, but he couldn't place it. He 


shrugged and continued to walk along the cages. 


The next cage was a couple feet from the first one. Henjo again peered in, but this time backed away in horror 
from what was within; inside held the remains of something in a state of decomposition, complete with puddles 
of various fluids, bones, and rats. Henjo fought back the urge to throw up, and tried to take deep breaths in 
order to slow his rapid heartbeat. Admittedly, he'd never seen a corpse up close before, save for a few 
various autopsy shows on TV. And those were not this realistic. He could swear it was real, whatever it had 
been; a tarnished silver plate sat below the glass, and although Henjo wasn't sure if he wanted to know he gave 


in and looked. It read: "Uwe Wessel". 
This name also was familiar; though why, Henjo wasn't sure. Instead, he kept moving down the hallway. 


Henjo stopped in front of a much larger cage than the previous two. He rubbed his arms, wondering if he 
should even bother to look in. What else could be more shocking than the last one? Curiosity won out, and 
Henjo looked into the glass cage. His hand shot up to his mouth to stop the scream that desperately wanted to 
escape; there inside lay two bodies, not more than a couple days old. Several blowflies were circling the bodies, 
ready and willing to start the decay process. It wasn't the bodies themselves that almost caused Henjo to 
scream, but the fact that their faces held the same look of horror Kai and Dirk's had on the bus. And as with 


the other two, a name plate was below the glass, this time reading two names: Jan Rubach, and Thomas Nack. 
After seeing the names, it dawned on Henjo who these people were; all former Gamma Ray members. 
Henjo's body sagged against the back wall in defeat. Was this to be Kai and Dirk's fate? To die in an animal 


prison with no visible means of escape? More importantly, was this to be his fate, too? Was the person 


responsible for all this just waiting for Henjo to walk into their trap? 


The questions rambled through Henjo's mind as he leaned against the stone wall and rubbed his arm lengthwise, 


over and over again. 


The room was at a normal temperature and yet his body felt like it was made of ice. Shock, he assumed, but 
maybe it was the knowledge that Kai could very well be dead just like the rest; that thought alone was enough 
to make him want to curl up into a ball and cower. He pushed himself off the wall, intent on pressing on; there 


was no way he was going to back out now. 


OIE 

Basti slumped on the couch with his face pressed against his hands. Confusion reigned in his head, images of 
friends frozen in their bunks dotting the internal landscape. It was all too much, and too damn soon. Not to 
mention he was already stressed about the late start setting up the gear. A thunderous heartbeat echoed in 


his ears, followed by a case of the shakes. 


This was bad; no, not bad, absolutely shitty. How the hell was he going to explain to the promoter that the 


band couldn't perform tonight's show because they were in comas? Or at the very least, comaclike states. 
It was bad enough finding Henjo, Kai, and Dirk but he'd also found Dan and Eero in the same state as well. All 
had the same blank expression as they stared into the bunk ceiling. What the heck could have caused this? Had 


they somehow been poisoned or attacked? Basti racked his brain for anything Hans might have mentioned when 
he met him this morning, but there was nothing to be found. 


"Basti?" 
Hands drifted down from his face as he glanced up at the blond guitar tech. 
"Are you ok?" 


Basti thought for a moment and then shook his head. Piesel sat down next to him, confused by the manager's 


silence. 

"What's wrong? You look like you've seen a ghost." 

A hollow chuckle forced its way through his lips. "I think | have." 

"You have? | don't understand" 

"Neither do |" 

Piesel's eyebrow shot up. "You're not making any sense. What did you see on..." 


Just then, Henjo's body slowly slid by itself off the couch, and tumbled to the floor. Piesel looked over at the 


crumpled form and then back at Basti, trying to comprehend what he'd just witnessed. 
"We need to cancel the show." 


"What? You can't be serious?" 


Basti snorted and nodded his head. "I'm perfectly serious. There's no point in doing one if all of the band 
members look like that." 


Chapter 4 


Henjo's feet shuffled along the gray concrete into the next section of the building. There were still glass cages 
scattered around, but his eyes didn't want to see what they held. He knew he would eventually encounter his 
bandmates, that he was certain Why bother to just capture old members when you could easily capture the 


newer ones? 


The newest cage was the same size as the previous one. Henjo assumed this one also held two people like the 
last one did. He took a deep breath and peered into the glass. A soft moan echoed around the emptiness of the 
room. Inside the prison were the bodies of Dan and Eero, attached to the back wall. They looked like they'd only 
been in there a couple of hours; no decay was present, no animals eating away at their corpses. Their eyes 
were wide open and looked blankly into the distance, as if waiting for something to happen. Henjo surmised that 
they must have been captured after he fell asleep. He half wondered if they'd screamed like Kai and Dirk, not 
that it mattered..but still 


The next cage in line was another single person one. He wondered if this was going to be the one with Kai. 
Preparing himself, he looked into the semi-darkened cage and spotted the lone occupant. Long dark brown hair 
lay draped across the muscular chest as the man's head hung forward. There was only one who fitted that 
description in Henjo's mind: Dirk. Like Dan and Eero, there were no signs of decay or animals present. He spied 
down the hall, and noticed one more cage in the room. Wiping away the sweat that formed on his face, he took 


a deep breath and walked forward. 


The last cage held what he'd been dreaded to see since this whole thing started There inside was Kai Hansen 
chained to the wall, and unlike the others his eyes were closed. Henjo silently thanked whatever god might be 
listening for that; it was bad enough seeing it on the bus but here would have been too much. Still, it was odd 


watching Kai act so lifeless; even in his sleep, he moved around or made noises. 


The glass felt cool under Henjo's fist when he banged against it to test the strength. Not even a quiver, it 
wouldn't budge. Henjo turned around and surveyed the room for something to break the glass with, he spotted 


an ax leaning against the doorway and retrieved the tool without delay. 


Henjo took a deep breath before swinging the ax back, intent on getting Kai out of there by whatever means 
necessary. Just as he was about to connect with the glass, movement on the ground caught his eye. The 
lower part of the cage was fairly dark, so Henjo had to lean in closer to get a better view. As if on cue, a red 


light washed over the room and revealed what had distracted him. 
The ax slipped from Henjo's grasp and clanged on the concrete floor when it landed. 
He watched in horror as dozens of large spiders made their way into the cage from the left side. Henjo could 


deal with anything at this point, except for this; he hated spiders, no, he loathed them. How they crawled along 


walls and lamp shades, the scratching sound they made as they scampered across paper or cloth. 


And it didn't help matters that these were the size of a small cat. 


He stood there, powerless to do anything. If he broke the glass, those squirming creatures would crawl all over 


him when they left the small confines of the cell, the thought of that made him shudder. 


Henjo moved back from the glass, away from the spiders who had begun climbing the walls. He rubbed his arm 
raw, tried to figure out what to do; Kai would end up like the others if he just sat back and did nothing. Still, 
Kai was now waist deep in spiders. They had taking a liking to his chest and arms, slithering over both one by 
one. Henjo forced himself to turn away when they made their way to Kai's face, hairy legs traipsing over his 


thin lips. 


While turned away, he glanced down the corridor to see that all the rooms were now lit up with a colored light. 


Red, blue, green, and yellow illuminated the bodies that lie housed inside. 


A faint whisper of his name made him look back at Kai's cell. Henjo didn't bother to stop the horrified scream 
that emanated from his thin body this time. His feet shuffled back from the glass so fast that his head 
whacked the wall behind with a dull thud. Stars and light streaks filled his vision from the blow, his body 
swayed, and then skidded down the wall into a heap. 


The lifeless body of Kai watched from his cage, eyes wide open and staring forward. 


FEKE EE EK 


Kai was jolted awake, his body starved for air. On instinct he sat up, and bumped his head against the top of 
the bunk. It was padded but it still made Kai's head spin for a minute. He rubbed his eyes and tried to 
remember where he was. His hands reached out, felt along the interior, and caressed over the black cloth that 


adorned the walls. 
He could have sworn he was trapped in some sort of glass cell or cage. 


He shook his head and told himself that it was just a dream. The image of Henjo backing away from the cage 
played in his mind, in itself, it made no sense. The horrified look when Henjo rushed back from the cage and 
slammed against the wall. Almost like he was getting away from something awful. It definitely wasn't doing 
anything for Kai's confidence at the moment - nothing like having your bandmate afraid of you. 


Stretching out his stiff arm muscles, he climbed out of the bunk and landed on the soft carpet. As he walked 
by, he noticed that all the other bunks were empty except for his. Usually Kai was the first one Basti woke up 
when they got to the venue; he was the band leader after all. Kai frowned and continued on until he reached 


the front of the bus. 


Not a moment after he entered through the doorway, he was tackled by someone. Strong arms squeezed Kai's 
body tight, forcing the air out of his lungs. Kai tried to escape the powerful grip but the limbs tightened 


across his back. 


"Dirk! You're going to smother him if you hold him like that.” 


Arms loosened their grip and let go of Kai's body. He took a few deep breaths in order to replenish the lost air 
before looking up at Dirk. 


"What the hell was that?" 
Dirk dropped his head and studied his hands. "| was just.um.happy to see you awake." 


Kai's eyebrow rose while he watched Dirk twist and turn his fingers. "Ok. Though | do it every day. Usually in 


the morning." 


A single laugh filled the bus compartment. Kai looked around the room and realized he was the only one 


laughing. 

"Am | missing something?" 

No one answered right away; everyone tried to avoid Kai's confused looks. 
"You wouldn't wake up when | tried this morning.’ 


Kai turned around to face Basti, who was busy staring at the floor. "What do you mean | wouldn't wake up? | 
don't sleep that hard. Anyway, l'm awake now so what's with the sad faces?" 


"You weren't the only one that | had troubles with. | couldn't wake anyone when | first climbed on the bus” 
"But we're all awake now, right?" 

"Kai, there's something you should know... 

"HI show him," interrupted Dirk, who walked up to Kai and grabbed him by the arm. 

Kai tried to question the bassist but he didn't answer and continued to lead Kai toward the back of the bus. 
Kai's head swirled with all sorts of thoughts; why it had taken Basti so long to wake them? Where was Dirk 


was taking him? 


The last time Kai let Dirk drag him to the back was when they were still together. Kai's mind briefly flickered 


on the last occasion, how they tore at each other like animals hungry with desire, before he snapped back to 


reality. 


"| don't know how to tell you this, but we couldn't wake him either." 


Kai wondered who "him" was until his eyes followed to where Dirk was pointing. There on the back bed lay 
Henjo, his body eerily still while no sound escaped his lips - no snores, nothing. Kai looked up at Dirk for some 


sort of help, but he just shook his head. 


"He's been like that since Basti found him sprawled on the couch this morning. Once Basti managed to get Dan 
and myself up, we moved him back here. We've been checking on him every so often as we were doing with 


you." 

"Has anyone called a doctor?" 

"Not yet. We were hoping that you'd wake up first so we could ask you what to do. It's not like we can't do it 
ourselves but we wanted you to have a say in it. | know how pissed off you get when you're left out of a 
decision." 

Kai nodded and leaned down to stroke the side of Henjo's face. Dirk sighed and looked away, determined to not 
let that action depress him. Their relationship had been over for years and even if Henjo never woke up, he 
wasn't likely to ever get Kai back. 

"Dirk?" 

He sighed again and turned back to Kai, a frown marring the features of his face. "Yeah?" 

"You ok?" 

Dirk avoided answering the question outright by just nodding his head. 


"Well, | think we should call a doctor. | can barely feel him breathing.’ 


Dirk snorted and tried to shove out the mental image of Kai leaning close enough to Henjo's body in order to 


feel the warm breath out of his mouth. "Ok, let's go back and tell Basti the news." 


Kai shuffled his feet into the worn carpet. "Well, | was kind of hoping to stay here with Henjo..you know, in case 


he wakes up.” 

Dirk sighed but said nothing. What was he supposed to say? No? 
Good luck saying that to Kai Hansen and getting away with it. 
"Sure, fine. I'll do it” 


A smile shone on Kai's face, and Dirk did everything in his power to not throttle him where he stood. Instead, 
he shrugged his shoulders and walked out of the room. 


Kai grabbed a solid looking suitcase from one of the compartments and placed it beside Henjo's sleeping form. 
He reached down and brushed away a sweat-tinged strand from Henjo's face, and waited patiently for him to 


awaken. 


Chapter 5 


Henjo's face scrunched up in pain when he lifted his head up from the ground. Waves of vertigo and nausea 
racked his body, eyes blurry and unfocused, searching for something to focus on. There was nothing in the 


room; darkness stretched far and wide, and distant soft clicks echoed in the emptiness. 


He couldn't tell where he was anymore. The last thing he remembered was being in a large room full of glass 


cages. Dead bodies of former Gamma Ray members, unconscious bodies of his bandmates. 
Kai. 


Henjo moaned at the image of Kai staring back at him which was burned into his brain So dead looking, so 
lifeless. This wasn't the Kai he knew, this wasn't right. And there wasn't a damn thing he could do about it. The 


fear of spiders might have ruined his chances of ever seeing Kai alive. 


So much for being their only way out of here. He'd basically left all of them to die in this rotten prison. Where 
was the tough Henjo that rarely let himself get pushed around? Cowering. In fact, that's all he'd done in this 


version of hell. Cower in fear, cower in self pity. 
Well, no longer. Henjo felt for the wall nearby and helped himself up, despite the dizziness that rang in his ears. 
There was one way to get out of here, confront the boss or whoever was rumning it. If he could get rid of 


him or her, then maybe there was still a chance of saving Kai and the rest of his bandmates. 


Once upright, his legs moved of their own accord, as if pulled by an invisible string. He didn't know where he 


was going but he had a feeling that he'd finally find out who caused all of this. 


Light and dark floated around him when he walked through various empty rooms. No cages, no animals or 


people, just the soft sound of his sneakers on the concrete. 


He stopped in front of a metal door; light flowed out from the bottom, and the sound of clicking filled his ears. 
This must be the place, he mused, and reached out for the handle. 


A rush of light filled his vision, and his hand reached up to shield his eyes. The steady sound of clicks became 
louder, and Henjo tried to focus his eyes on the source. Finally they adjusted and he found himself staring at a 


man dressed in black, silver tipped boots the source of the clicks. 


Henjo took one look at the man in front of him and snorted. "You have got to be kidding me. You're the 


mastermind?" 
The man bowed and smiled as if he'd been given a compliment. 


Henjo rolled his eyes at the demonstration and continued on. "I was expecting someone..well, smarter than you. 


Someone like Weiki or even Michi. The fact that you capture all the members of Gamma Ray besides me was 
just pure dumb luck. What did you do, lure them with naked guys or girls? | can guarantee it wasn't your 


singing that did it." 


The smile fell from the man's face and was replaced with a scowl. "I'll have you know that! have many ways 


to lure people. Never underestimate the power of the Dream Lord." 


"A what? Lord, my ass. You're just a singer in a knock off metal band. Give it up Ralf, who is the real 


mastermind?" 
Ralf clenched the fists that lay at his sides. "You're going to pay for that remark!" 
Henjo started to laugh, the pain and agony he'd been feeling up until now drained away. 


The sound of a pair of hands clapping jolted Henjo out of his temporary amusement. He looked to the left of 
Ralf to see an outline of a tall man in the darkness. 


"Very good, Henjo. You're the first one to figure it out" 
Henjo froze in place at the sound of the voice. 


The man walked out of the shadows with a twisted grin on his face. "I was surprised that Kai, Dirk, Dan, and 
Eero were totally deceived by Ralf and yet you knew right away that he wasn't the real one. Bravo." 


Henjo licked his dry lips and kept staring at the man, the terror that had gripped him before was now back 


again in full force. 


The smile widened on the man's face as he stopped a few feet in front of Henjo. "Why anyone would believe 


that this thick head was the villain is just beyond me," said the man, flicking his wrist. 

Ralf opened his mouth up to protest but quickly closed it. 

"I do hope you'll enjoy your stay here with me. You will become one of my assistants in order to lure people 
into my lair. The members of Helloween will be my next target, and you'll do nicely - since you're friends with 
most of them already." 

"All this is just revenge?" 

"Ah, finally worked up enough courage to speak? Yes, it is. The simplest answer is always the correct one." 
The man's hand reached out and stroked the side of Henjo's face. Henjo flinched at the contact but was unable 


to move away. "| can't wait to use your skills. No one will think to suspect the shy Henjo Richter of anything 


evil. It's almost too easy." 


Henjo's eyes widened in shock when the man leaned in and kissed him. He tried everything in his power to push 
the man away but he was stronger than he looked. After what seemed like hours to Henjo, the man finished 
and moved away. 


He chuckled at the look of disgust on Henjo's face. "You may resist now, but eventually you'll succumb to me." 


Henjo spat at the man's feet. "Like hell | will. Not enough brainwashing in this dream world is going to make me 


want you, Uli." 


The man winced at the sound of his name, and then broke into an almost maniacal laugh. "You still don't get it, 


do you Henjo?" 
Henjo cocked an eyebrow. "Get what?" 


"You're stuck here forever. Right now you're laying on a cold slab in a Slovakian morgue waiting for an autopsy. 


Face it, you're dead." 

"I'm w-what?" 

The utter confusion that clouded Henjo's face made Uli smile. "You're dead. Basti found you slumped on the bus 
couch this morning. The paramedics pronounced you officially dead a couple hours later. There's nothing to go 
back to." 


Henjo slumped against the wall, stunned into silence. 


"So you see, you will come around. It's only a matter of time - and at this point we have all the time in the 


world." 

RK 

"Come on, Kai. There's nothing you can do for him." 

Kai didn't move, just sat there and stared. This was his bandmate, friend, and occasional lover; he couldn't just 
leave him no matter how hard he tried. He understood Dirk's reasoning, but he couldn't bring himself to admit 


that there was nothing he could do. 


Doctors had already briefed the members of Gamma Ray and Henjo's family hours ago. And here Kai sat, in 


the same place as he had been before. 


Dirk rubbed Kai's back a bit and sat next to him on the bench. Deep frown lines on Kai's face prompted Dirk to 


wrap his arm around Kai and try to pull him closer; Kai resisted at first, but gave in after a few seconds. 


The heady mix of aftershave and cigarettes reminded Kai of all the times he'd been in this exact position, 
reclining in Dirk's arms. If he wasn't thinking about Henjo at the moment, he might have been inclined to lean up 
and kiss Dirk. In his mind, it was easier to forget your troubles while focusing all of your attention on a kiss. 
The warm breath on your face, the slow caress of lips and tongues; it was just what Kai needed right now. 
The only thing that stopped him was what happened in the past which almost ended their friendship. 

No, he would deal with this, even if it meant sulking away in his head. 


FEKE KE EK 


Henjo leaned against the wall, head down, with a frown etched into his face. Uli watched him out of the corner 


of his eye. 


"Cheer up Herjo, it's not all bad being dead. No more aches and pains, no more dealing with bills and house 


payments and the like." 

Henjo's head rose, and he looked over at Uli with a confused expression. "But you're not dead" 

Uli chuckled. "True, but | have other abilities while l'm unconscious. You, however, do not.” 

"Why are you doing this? | know it's revenge, but why me?" 

A smile spread across Ulis lips as he sauntered over to stand beside Henjo. "That should be obvious, to get 
back at Kai. Trapping him here would be useless, but taking away someone he cares about, namely you, wil 


tear him apart." 


Henjo grimaced. The picture of Kai grieving over his dead body floated through his head. He knew Dirk would 
watch over Kai but that might not be enough. 


"Then what did | see in the cages?" 


"Illusions. At least the current members of Gamma Ray were illusions. Mathias, Uwe, Jan, and Thomas were 


real. They resisted me and met their ends." 
"Is that my fate?" 
Uli smiled. "No Henjo, | have other plans for you. If you do as you're told, then everything will be fine." 


"And if | don't?" 


Ulis finger reached up and traced along Henjo's jaw. "Then | won't be so nice. Anyway, | have plans to make so | 


will leave you with Ralf who will see you to your room.” 


The finger traced along Henjo's neck and down his shirt before Uli turned away. Once his back was turned, 


Henjo shuddered and tried to block out what had just happened. 


Ralf laughed at Henjo's discomfort and then grabbed him by the arm to lead him down a hall. The walls they 
passed were painted with a sickening red color, not quite dark enough to be the shade of blood but a few steps 
up from it. Ralf stopped in front of a door and turned the handle. He dragged Henjo inside and motioned to the 


closet. 
"In there you'll find clothes. Uli expects you to be presentable by dinner time, which is in a couple of hours." 


With that, Ralf walked out the door and locked it from the outside. Henjo looked around the room, which was 
also painted that same vile shade of red. Only a two door closet and twin bed filled the space. He went over to 
the closet and peered in the right door, black dress clothes were draped over black hangers. Henjo smiled to 
himself, amused at the fact that he was forced to wear his favorite color. He pulled a suit off of the hanger 
and grabbed a pair of black shoes from the closet floor. 


He sat down on the edge of the bed and looked over the clothes. Smooth to the touch, and yet they appeared 


to be made of suede or some sort of leather. He shrugged, and started to unbutton his shirt. 


Something caught his eye on the floor near the left door of the closet. He couldn't quite make out what it was 
so he climbed off the bed to take a closer look. 


A length of rope lay curled on the floor. 
Henjo wondered what its purpose was, since rope seemed out of place in a bedroom. 


An idea flashed in his head when he glanced around the room and spied a wooden chair tucked away in the 
corner. Henjo's eyes traveled along the ceiling, looking for a hook or beam. Amazingly enough there was a two 
inch black hook to the left of the bed on the ceiling. Henjo grabbed the rope and walked over to the chair, sat 
down and started tying the rope into a knot. Once he finished his task, he dragged the chair and placed it next 
to the bed. He got on the chair and stretched to reach the hook After a few failed attempts, he managed to 
get the rope securely on the hook. 


For a brief moment, he wondered if this was the right thing to do. What happened if it didn't work out? He 
pushed the doubtful thoughts out of his head and took a deep breath before placing the rope around his neck. 
Eyes closed, he kicked off the chair. 


Chapter 6 


Uli glanced at the dining room clock and frowned. "It can't take him that long to get ready. Go see what's 
keeping him." 


Ralf bowed and left the room. A few minutes later he arrived at Henjo's room and knocked on the door. No 
answer was heard so Ralf unlocked the door and walked inside. Clothes lay piled up on the bed but no sign of 
Henjo. Something brushed Ralf's shoulder which caused him to look up at the ceiling. 


He shook his head and sighed at the sight before him. He leaned out the door and called to Uli. "Master, you 


better come see this." 

Uli dropped his napkin across his plate and headed for Henjo's room. Upon entering, he looked up to where Ralf's 
hand pointed. Uli rolled his eyes and sighed. "Tell me, why does everyone hang themselves on the first night? 
Am | that bad a host? | give them clothes, a place to sleep, and food, assuming they get a chance to eat it." 
"Not sure, sir." 

| mean, it's not like killing themselves will do any good or anything. Regardless, get him down from there." 

Ralf nodded and climbed the chair. He reached above Henjo's limp head and untied the rope from the hook. The 
heavy weight of Henjo's body lay against Ralf's chest as he descended the chair. He positioned the body on the 
bed and stepped to the side. Uli leaned down and put his hand over Henjo's heart; a bolt of energy shocked 


Henjo awake from his slumber. He opened his eyes and stared up at Uli. 


"Valiant try, Henjo. Too bad it didn't work and | probably should have warned you against it. Although | was 
hoping that you wouldn't resort to such foolish attempts.” 


Too stunned to speak, Henjo lay on the bed, transfixed by Uli's cold stare. 


"Now that you've got that out of your system, please join us in the dining room after you finish changing. | 
trust you won't be stupid enough to try it a second time." 


Uli and Ralf exited out of the room, leaving Henjo alone to wrestle with his thoughts. He was sure that killing 
himself would force his body to wake up in the real world; that's how it worked in movies. Sighing, he sat up 
and started to undress. 

ARK 


Dinner was uneventful. 


Henjo silently chewed his steak with Ralf watching over his shoulder. Uli would ramble on about whatever, Henjo 


was only half listening, his mind going over the options. 

An escape from the house would be pointless, since Uli or Ralf could easily find him in this dream world. Killing 
himself again would just annoy Uli and he would rather not spend his last days rotting away in a glass prison. 
He could try to kill Uli, but with Ralf now watching his every move it was unlikely he'd get a chance. 

A shake to his shoulder diverted his attention from his inner conversation. "What?" 

Ralf rolled his eyes and pointed over to Uli. 

"As | was saying, when we're finished with dinner | would like to adjourn to the study." 


"Oh..sure, fine." 


Uli rose an eyebrow at Henjo and then started to laugh. "You haven't heard anything that I've been saying, 
have you?" 


"Well, |...” 
"No matter. It's not important." 


Henjo winced at the disappointed expression on Uli's face, not realizing he'd hurt the other man in some way. 
"Look, | didn't mean it like that. | just.well, this is a bit weird for me. | mean, I'm trapped here so you can't 


expect me to welcome it with open arms." 


Uli nodded thoughtfully but said nothing. Henjo watched him for a few seconds more, anticipating another 
reaction, but none was forthcoming so he returned his attention back to his meal. 


PEKEE 


The study, as Uli referred to it, was nothing more than a cozy room with a black leather couch and a stone 
fireplace. No bookcases filled with books, a desk, or anything you would associate with studying. The red paint 


that adorned Henjo's room and the rest of the house was replaced by a somber gray color. 


Uli beckoned Henjo to sit on the couch, the dull leather soft to the touch. A tray of brandy and cigarettes sat 
on the small coffee table before them. Henjo ignored the brandy but snagged a cigarette out of the dish and lit 
it. 


Uli watched him out of the corner of his eye before reaching for a brandy and a cigarette of his own. 
They sat there in silence for a few minutes, smoking and half watching the flames dance in the fireplace. Henjo 


looked over at Uli when he reached down and stubbed out his cigarette in the marble ashtray. His eyes were 
cast down on his drink, deep in thought. 


"I'm sorry for not listening to you at dinner." 
Uli looked up from his glass and gave Henjo a sad smile. "I don't blame you, | tend to ramble on over a meal." 
Henjo nodded a response but Uli was unaware of it, his attention drifted back to his glass. 


"| don't really get a chance to talk to that many people. Ralf is not much company in that regard, preferring to 


drop into people's dreams instead. I'm not that interesting anyway.” 


Henjo arched an eyebrow in Uli's direction, confused over his total reversal of demeanor. This was hardly the 


same man who attacked Henjo with a kiss earlier in the day. 


Without thinking, Henjo put his arm around Uli to pull him closer. The other man lay stiff in Henjo's arms, 
unsure of what to expect. Henjo stroked Ulis short hair, gently pushing his head to rest on the nearby 
shoulder. Uli sighed and gave into Henjo, closing his eyes and relishing the comfort that was being provided. He 
leaned in and placed a small kiss amongst the stubble on Henjo's neck as a thanks. Fingers slid under Uli's chin 
to bring his face up to a pair of inviting lips. The kiss was tentative at first, both men not sure how to 
proceed, before melding into a slow caress of mouths. 


Hands uncurled from shoulders and started to reach out for chests, tracing along muscles and hard nipples 
over the top of silky shirts. Uli thrust his tongue into Henjo's mouth when one such hand found his crotch. 
The fingers danced across the hardness, taunting the hips to rise up to meet the eager hand. Henjo broke the 
kiss and stared into Ulis deep brown eyes while gasping for breath. A smile cracked Uli's serious face, his 
hands sought to stroke Henjo's brushy hair. Henjo smiled back and leaned down to kiss Uli's neck. 


"Henjo, are you sure...” 
"Shh, let me." 


Uli reclined back on the couch, letting Henjo lick and kiss his way down the sides of his neck and collarbone. It 
had been a long time since this last happened, so long that he'd almost forgot what it was like to be dominated 
by someone. The bushy brown strands felt soft as they curled around his fingers. A groan filled the room 
when Henjo pulled Uli's shirt open with his teeth, leaving a kiss along each section that became exposed by the 
buttons. Uli rolled his hips up to meet the hand that cupped his balls, aching to be touched without the layers 
of clothing that remained. Henjo sensed his impatience and started to unbutton Uli's silk slacks, his hardness 
tenting under the delicate material. Fingers traced down the thick line of hair that ran down, forcing Uli to grit 
his teeth and yank a bit on Henjo's hair. An amused chuckle vibrated over Ulis body, Henjo's lips and tongue 


leaving a long wet trail in their wake in an effort to taste every bit of skin 


Uli was about to lose his mind when Henjo's tongue grazed the head of his cock, his body thrashing under the 
intense sensations. A single hand pushed Uli's body back down on the couch while a talented mouth swallowed 
him whole. Mutters filled the air, mindless drivel, culminating in a few well placed screams. The hot vice sucked 


and licked him slow at first, before building into a frantic rhythm. All of this was turning Uli's brain into mush; 


the sensations dulled his higher functions, and left only the carnal need for pleasure. 


As much as he would've loved this to last all night, his body approached the zenith when Henjo's teeth lightly 
bit down on his cock. That was all he needed to have a rush of air slammed out of his chest. Gasping, he tried 
in vain to force air back into his lungs and to quiet the ache that tore within. His hand instinctively went up 
over his heart in an effort to rub the pain away. What he found, however, was something sticking out of his 
chest. He looked down in horror to see one of his silver handled steak knives lodged into his body an inch away 


from his heart. His fingers gripped the knife and tried to pull it out before the searing pain forced him to stop. 
"You..but why?" gasped Uli. Blood trickled slowly down his lips as he looked up at Henjo. 

‘I'm surprised you don't know the answer to that. If I'm dead, | want to be dead and not living here with you." 
"But.| offered.shelter, food, clothes." 

Henjo gave Uli a weak smile. "That's not enough for me." 

He shoved the knife deeper into Uli's chest. Blood flowed out in massive amounts, drenching the pristine white 
shirt and dripping down the arm of the couch. Ulis eyes fluttered a bit, desperate to stay open, but finally 


closed when his body gave one last breath. 


Henjo blinked a couple of times to push back the tears from forming. He knew that Ralf would find them 
sooner or later and it wasn't likely that he could hide Uli's dead body for long. 


"Master, would you like...” 


Ralf's words were halted in his throat, eyes catching sight of Uli's slumped form. He didn't hesitate for a 
moment before he launched at Henjo. Fingers tightened around Henjo's neck, trapping the breath within his 
chest and pinning him to the floor. "You fucking bastard! I'm going to kill you for that!" 


Henjo's eyes tried to focus on Ralf but little bouts of blurriness began to creep in Arms flailed against Ralf's 
side, bounced off and caused no real damage. Air was harvested from Henjo's body and Ralf never let up until 


a solid crack echoed in the quiet room. 


He released his grasp on Henjo and tossed the corpse aside. Leaning down, he scooped up Uli's head and cradled 
it lovingly in his arms. A scattering of words escaped Ralf's lips, mostly nonsense in nature, while tears 
streamed down his face. 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
And it\'s finished. Thank you for reading all the way to the end. | appreciate it :D 


"Hey sleepyhead." 
Henjo's hand went up to his face to block out the painful fluorescent lights that bore down on him. 


| was starting to get worried that you wouldn't wake up before the show. Or that you wouldn't wake up at 


all. but you're awake now." 


Water clouded Henjo's eyes, blurring the image in front of him. His hand reached up to touch the face that 


hovered above. "Kai?" 

Kai leaned into Henjo's caress and smiled. "Yeah. Are you ok?" 

Henjo hesitated before answering. He wasn't exactly convinced he was ok, judging by how hard it was to focus 
on anything. His brain felt like it had been put into a blender on high speed, thoughts jumbled and disconnected. 
He was surprised he was able to recognize Kai in this haze. 

"Well hello there, good to see you awake." 

Henjo turned to see a short, black haired nurse smiling at him from the doorway. She advanced further into 
the room with a notepad in her hand. Her thick British accent sounded stark in the German hospital; he 
thought it was odd, at first, but it soon began to relax him. She poked and prodded, wrote down blood pressure 


and body temperature readings, and finally tested his reflexes. 


"You look fine to me. That's a good sign considering we didn't know what to expect after you woke. Though | 
want you to take it easy for a couple of days." 


Kai opened his mouth to protest but the nurse held up her hand. 

"| don't care if you're on tour. The last thing we want is to see him in here again" 
With that, she left the room. Henjo glanced over at Kai, who had a frown on his face. 
"lm sorry! 


The phrase was so quiet that Kai almost didn't hear it. He shook his head and sat down next to Henjo on the 


bed. "No, its not your fault. It's not like you tried to fall into a coma" 

Henjo sighed and leaned into the nearby shoulder, prompting Kai to unfold his arm and wrap it around. 
"So did you have any weird dreams?" 

Henjo cocked an eyebrow at Kai. "Why do you ask?" 


Kai looked down at his hands, fingers playing with the folds of his shirt. "Well, | dreamed you were trying to get 


away from me. The look of horror on your face..it was something I'd never seen before." 
Henjo was silent, his mind tried to comprehend what had been said. 

"Hon?" 

"Did you remember anything else from the dream? A cage? Spiders?" 


"Now that you mention it, | think | was in some sort of cage. At least it felt like I'd been in one when | woke up 


from the dream. How did you know?" 

Henjo groaned and laid his head on Kai's shoulder. Kai, in turn, stroked Henjo's hair and waited for a reply. He 
took a deep breath and told Kai about his dream, careful to omit his attempted suicide and Ulits murder. He 
felt it was best to spare Kai of those incidents, though he knew they would haunt him for the rest of his life. 
When Kai asked how he got out, he just said that he escaped from the house when they were asleep. He was 
unsure if Kai believed the last part or not, but it quieted any additional questions. 


Kai snuggled into Henjo's neck, earning him a wince. Henjo lifted one of his hands and felt along his neck which 


was very tender to the touch. "Kai?" 

"Mmmm" 

"Is there something wrong with my neck? | don't remember it hurting before | fell asleep." 

Kai glanced down at Henjo's neck and noticed purplish marks along the middle part. He poked one of the bruises 
with his finger tip which made Henjo moan. He mumbled "sorry" and continued to inspect them carefully. 
"That's weird. They weren't there when we brought you in. | wonder where the bruises came from?" 
"Bruises? On my neck?" 


"Yeah, several of them in fact. You haven't been strangling yourself in your sleep, have you?" 


The last sentence from Kai was delivered with a grin but Henjo wasn't smiling at all. How could something from 


a dream show up in real life? Were they the result of his suicide, or when Ralf killed him? 


"Hey, | was kidding. Are you ok?" said Kai, surprised by the shocked look on Henjo's face. 
"Yeah, fine. I'm just tired | guess." 
Kai leaned over and gave Henjo a quick kiss before getting up off the bed. "I'm going to grab a smoke." 


Henjo watched him go and then shuffled down amongst the covers to warm up. Thoughts about Uli's death 
played and replayed in his head, chilling his body each time. 


AOE 

A nurse walked into the room, jarring Henjo out of his painful thoughts. She smiled and reached out for his 
arm to take his blood pressure again. While the pad squeezed his arm, he studied the woman in front of him. 
He hadn't had the time before to notice that her eyes appeared to be two different colors: one blue, one dark 
brown, almost black. 

Once she touched the nearby monitor, and her long sleeved blouse slid up to reveal tattoos. And not just a few 
tattoos here or there, the whole arm was covered; patterns of blue and black rippled along the forearm and 
elbow. For a second there, he could have sworn they were moving of their own accord. 

"How are you feeling?" 

Henjo licked his dry lips before answering. "Well, | still feel kind of hazy." 


The nurse nodded and poured Henjo a glass of water. "Here drink this, you're probably a bit dehydrated. 


As Henjo sipped the cold water, Dirk walked into the room. He glanced at the nurse for a moment, confusion on 


his face, before heading over to the side of Henjo's bed. 

Henjo raised an eyebrow at Dirk's reaction. "What was that all about?" 
"Huh? Oh nothing, she looked familiar to me. That's all." 

"Ah. Where's Kai?" 


Dirk sighed and rubbed his hand. "He's talking to the All Access people. They want to know if we need to cancel 


any more dates of the tour." 


Henjo winced and cast his eyes to the top of his bedding. Dirk shuffled his feet, unsure of what else to say. 


The silence was broken by Kai coming into the room. 


"Hey." 


Henjo smiled and Kai walked closer to the bed, not paying Dirk any attention whatsoever. 
"Feeling better?" 


Henjo nodded and reached up to stroke Kai's face, fingers tracing over the rough stubble that rested on worry 
lines. Kai leaned into Henjo's hand, closing his eyes when Henjo started to stroke his hair. 


Movement by the side of bed cought Henjo's eye; Dirk had moved away and was now heading for the door. He 


turned back to glance at Henjo before walking out with a frown on his face. 

He sighed and turned his attention back to Kai. Deep down inside he felt guilty being with Kai when he knew Dirk 
still cared about the redhead. Yes, Kai had told him that it was over between them but it didn't stop the 
uncomfortable feeling from cropping up whenever the three were in a room together. 

Before he had a chance to contemplate it any longer, Kai leaned down and kissed him. On instinct, Henjo reached 
out for Kai's head. Kai, in turn, groaned into his mouth when he gently yanked the reddish brown strands with 
his fingers. 

They would have loved to go even further but a loud throat clearing put a damper on that. A nurse wearing a 
pained expression greeted them as they parted. Both blushed slightly when she reminded them both to not 
overdo it. She shooed Kai out the door and told Henjo that he needed to get some more sleep. He wanted to 
protest, but his tired body agreed with her. 


Just as he was starting to drift off, someone walked into his room. "Kai, you're not supposed to be in here," he 


murmured, drowsily. 

A low rumbling laugh filled the room. Henjo's eyes snapped open and his mouth dropped open in shock 
The man approached his bed, and Henjo grabbed for the nurse call button 

The laughter grew louder. "She won't hear you, no matter how hard you hit that thing.” 

"No! You're not really here, that was just a dream!" 

"Was it now, how can you be so sure?" 


Henjo opened his mouth to respond but nothing came out. How did he really know this was real? Maybe this 


was another dream? 


"A hint of doubt, Henjo? | told you | would have you in the end, no matter how hard you try to escape. | 


captured you once before, and | can do it again" 


Uli headed for the door and stopped just before exiting to twist around. "Sweet dreams, Henjo." 


Henjo clamped his hands over his ears to drown out the sickening laughter. Only one thought ran through his 


mind, over and over. 
Must not fall asleep. Must not fall asleep. Must not fall... 


The End 


